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wise man! If we lived with the Turks,' continued the
chieftain, ' we should have more gold and silver, and more
clothes, and carpets, and baths; but we should not have
justice and liberty. Our luxuries are few, but our wants
are fewer.'

* Yet you have neither priests nor lawyers ?'

6 When men are pure, laws are useless; when men are
corrupt, laws are broken.'

* And for priests ?'

* God is everywhere.'

The women now entered with a more substantial meal,
the hump of a young camel. I have seldom eaten anything
more delicate and tender. This dish was a great compli-
ment, and could only have been offered by a wealthy scheik.
Pipes and coffee followed.

The moon was shining brightly, when, making my
excuses, I quitted the pavilion of the chieftain, and.went
forth to view the humours of the camp. The tall camels,
crouching on their knees in groups, with their outstretched
necks and still and melancholy visages, might have been
mistaken for works of art had it not been for the process of
rumination. A crowd was assembled round a fire, before
which a poet recited impassioned verses. I observed the
slight forms of the men, short and meagre, agile, dry, and
dark, with teeth dazzling white, and quick, black, glancing
eyes. They were dressed in cloaks of coarse black cloth,
apparently the same stuff as their tents, and few of them, I
should imagine, exceeded five feet six inches in height.
The women mingled with the men, although a few affected
to conceal their' faces on my approach. They were evi-
dently deeply interested in the poetic recital. One passage
excited their- loud applause. I inquired its purport of
Abdallah, who thus translated it to me. A lover beholds
Ms mistress, her face covered with a red veil. Thus he
addresses her!